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Ehe dreadful Consequences of the new Duty; ; remonstrates with Mr. 


larly Barbers and Men-Milliners: finds out new Employments for them 


P-tt : shews he is farther read in History: grows perfectly Pindaric: 
anticipates the ſingular Appearance of so many unpowdered Heads 
Appeals to the High, the Mighty, and the Swinish Multitude; and 


concludes with discovering himself to be a sincere Friend to the Wel- 
fare of his Country. 


CRITICS. 


To ye the Author ſpeaks a friendly Word, 
If ye attack his Ode, ye Il a& abſurd: 

He knows ye judge by Rule,---he writes by none, 
sö thinks ye'd better let his Ode alone. TT 


READERS, 


Wire Sorrow doth the Bard declare, 
No longer muſt ye ſport your Heads of Hair, | 
Adornꝰ d with Powder, ſcented ſweet, or plain, 
Such i is the Will of our great Pa- M--R P- r, 
Unleſs ye in your F oll ſhould ſubmit, : 

To pay a a 0 UINE4 LICENCE for the fame, 


— 


GREAT PHOEBUS! | hear, O hear a Poet” 8 pray rl. 
10 thy poor Vot ry a mall Portion ſpare 
Of Of that rich Stream that waters thine Abode. 
Then, potent Ruler of all Fiddle-Scrapers, 
_ Phyſicians, Painters, Wits, and Riddle-Makers, 
TI ſhall produce, no doubt, a charming Ode. 


Then, f ould ſt thou deign to viſit here below, 

And wiſh diſguis d to view thy ſcribbling Flocks, 
In Gratitude ONE GUINEA F Il beſtow, 

To powder o'er thy pretty golden Locks. 
5 F or know, great SOL, that i in the BRITISH NATION, 
Not eben a GOD could hope t raps TAXATION! 7 


1 1 . . Dire 


Dire was the Birth of that miſchievous Thought, 
T hat Engliſh Heads to this Dilemma brought, 
Of paying POLE TAX; fince, perhaps, ere long. 


That Man of Skill, great P-TT, may from this Plan, 
At SEVEN GUINEA'S eſtimate each Man, 


As now he reckons Heads worth ONE POUND ONE! 


” Can any Precedent be brought to his, 
(For Precedents are much in Faſhion now,) 5 
That ever there exiſted ſuch Taz? 
; Yes, ſurely, i in our firſt King Richard' $ Days. _ 
” That's $ No Example,” Poet Grizzle ſays; 3 
For Hiſt' ry, if his Memory does not fail, 
Hints, Dick's Collector levy'd by the Tail, 175 
7 For which his Head was broke by Tyler's Axe. 


But Heav n forefend from ſuch Reſiſtance now, 

All Tax-Coleore, who are MODES T grown, 
: And MrsTER Pr, not fond of THINGS below, 
F eels moſt attach'd to what regards the CROWN. 


T herefore 


Therefore from P-TT, ye FAIR, ye've navght to dread ; 


: This Tax on you he'll govern by the H EA D! 


| GRIZZLE! of Wit thy Ode is rather bare, 


Great Sol, has. not attended to thy Pray r. 


| 8 Indeed of late be has appear 'd neglectful 


To many Poets, nor behay d relpectful 
To thoſe Sublimes ! who Supplications pour, = 
Like Grizzle Bald-pate, from a Garret Floor : Pb 
PHCEBUS like Mortals, grows attach d to Riches, 
And all the Muſes, avaricious B- tch-s. 
1 Change thy dependance, ſeek ſome other Power, 
5 Nor looſe in vainly ſupplicating him, one Hour. 


Onde, did ſt ever read bold PETER PINDAR? . 


And would'ſt thou wiſh to emulate his Name 7 


BE IMPUDEN T---and t travel on to Fame. 


Then let not baſhful Modeſty thy Genius hinder x 


9 > to ns 3 r AY 7 — ne — 
— . —˙—ẽ——— — —— 1 EEE ICT I IE _ — 3 — Ke — 2 


AS ow — 
— I 
— — 


. | + 
Ml 
0 
, 1 


il 


* Y 0 
— — 2 E : 


410% 
HAIL IMPUDENCE! 


'Thou Earth born Power! Great Varniſher of F aces, 
Thou origin of Merit, -firſt of Graces, 
Friend to the Black Robe Reverend Divine, 

And learned Pleaders, who conſpicuous ſhine. 
To Lovers, Stateſmen, Heros, Cuckold- makers, 
Succeſsful e 8, Players, Undertakers; | 
Thou who can Fl make White Black, and Black as White; ; 
Turn ri ight to wrong, and wrong turn into richt; 
Whoſe Power can make a SENATOR revoke, 
Thoſe VERY A. ORDS he KNOWS that he has poke! 
| Or cauſe a Man with OA THS to contradict, | 
| He ever wrote !---what, tis WELL KNOWN, he writ! 
THOU! THOU! haſt done all this, the World doth know it, —_ 
> GONE WONDER ADD, 
Make GRIZZLE a Fe Poet. 5 


O 4 ſt thou, IMPUDENCE to me conũign, | 
What conſtitutes a daſhing Man of Rhyme, 


(01-3 
To thee I'd bow as my Poetic God, 
 Increafing Homage----IP * SELL MY ODE. 


GRE 7 CHA TAN S 5 ON. 7 indeed tis very hard, 


To tax all powder d Patcs, fo ſmart a Faſhion, 


really puts me into ſuch a Paſſion, 
As much. diſgraces your bweet- temper d Bard. 
Do find ſome Subſtitute, take my Advice, 
III point out W4 Y S and MEA NS chat! in a Trice 


Shall raiſe a larger Sum for Public Uſe, 


5 Than this fame POWDER TAX will e'er produce ; 
While it will fave from Nakedneſs, G- d knows, 
5 The Heads of many BELLES and many BEA 288 
Do this and you'll inſure the Nation's Praiſe; 
| Let you and your COLLEAGUES for Ninety Days 
| Keep a ftric Faſt from all LUXURIOUS FOOD, 
And give the Caſh ye fave for PUBLIC GOOD. 7 


I mean ye not to ſtarve, I'm not ſo cruel, 


5 Ye may be fed the while on AER. -GR UEL; 


„ ren 
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T will cool * and better fit ye for, 
The carrying on your glorious WORK OP W4 R. 
Or eke its ſoft deluding Powers may find 
The Means to charm Ambition s fever d Mind, 
When thould that RA GI NG TH I RS T for Power ceaſe, 
| i Perhaps ye 1 find yourſelves inclin' d for Peace, "I 
Then, Baldpate, might thou bleſs thy happy Fate, 
| Since THEEand WATER-GRUEL, SAVED THE STATE. 


In my Mind's Eye”.---I view the good Effects, 4 
Of this Preſcription that I've Jai before ye, 11 F 
| Miraculouſly altering your Intellecs, 5 
Good Lord! for this, how People will ker mei 
E. en a Great N in lowly Cendeſcenſion,” 
7 Might, for hack Service, feel his Mind, 
F or ON CE. 4 to Gratitude inclin'd, 
g And force the Poet to gs gon a Penſion. od Sri ban 
Then ſhall the Trump of Fame ſound loud his Praiſe, 
Who work d ſuch IONDERS, &y his Pole Tax Lays. 


ache E 
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BALDP ATE! aw 5 this delightful Dream, | : 
Recal wy ana Senſes, and purſue thy Theme, | 


A QUIBBLE. 
This Tax on Por Ls, was thought of by ſome Fool, 
Said old Sir Richard Droll, to blunt JOHN BULL; 
I don't conceive it eyer can 80 down, | 


F or, zounds! John Bull, —it 5 levy'd, on the CROWN, 
John finil' (for Johnny dearly loves PUN) 


And thus reply' d to this arch Man of F un, 

5 That Joke of your” S, Sir,— was a damn: d good Thing 
Yet, tho' the CROWN i 1s tax'd, eſcapes the KING. 
True cry d Sir Richard, he no Powder'd rig,. 

For much his Majeſty doth love a Wig. Y 
Does he, quoth John, he's nothing then to dread, 
Whilſt WIGS are Guardians of his Sacred Head : 
Long! long! Sir Richard, may that Love remain, : 1 | 
And WIGS * flouriſh, in GREAT GEORGE's REIGN. 0 emer | 
Ht: MCA WCB ENETED Here's —— g 
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ine of Wealth for Critic Lore, 


* Here's a a nch R 
Here 1s Food for ye, angry Sons of Spite, 
Ye Sc AVENGERS of Authors, who delight, 
To rake for Errors, Beauties ye ne'er explore. 
But are all Critics, Grizzle, Evil- doers? 5 

' Doſt thou include thoſe Men who 0 thrice a Quarter) 
80 juſtly give Opiniis on each Author? 

No j---Heay'n forbid! Tenn not the keviewens, 
Tis Dabblers only in the Art I centure; Et: 


5 . ng 1109 Tak; JJ Þ * IC 21 211; 17 F 
On ſuch tra ace de 5 not venture: 


From WOT BY learned liberal Men, Fel 


Do 119 ont | 
Who, ere a Nn may give kim Conſequence, a 


8 By writing of his Oharadter--for what#="-good d Sente?? e? 
Yo a SHILEING, or for EIGHTEEN'S PENCE! 


Rack no doubt, you Grizzle- 8 + aut key, 9. * gf 185 
His PUN then lacks an H before the | bn. 
The Crime confeſs d, for Pardon now he 5 
Whic ch gen rous BRITONS ſeldom can refuſe. | 


Sir 


(wu) 


Sir MATTHEw---T've forgot his other Name, 
— Thinks in this POLL TAX there is much to blame; 

- Becauſe, forſooth, that Men who're rich and great, _ 
Keeping a DOZEN FOO'TMEN out of STATE, TOY 
Muſt pay for powd'ring of the Fellows' Hair : | 
Thoſe who keep Doz ENS can't TWELVE GUINEAS ſpare. 

| Yet vows his Conftijuaace would ſuffer Shame, 

To keep One leſs, or make them dreſs more plain. : 

For who could reliſh Tockay rich and mellow, 

If handed by a damn'd unpowder'd F ellow? 

Or e'en a Glaſs of Champaign ſparkling bright, 

Brought by a CLown, no more could give Delight. 

What muſt he a Raſcals ſtill ne FEY RE 

Why drink each Year of Tockay SIX QUARTS LESS. 


A Senator, whoſe Name I have forgot, 
| Says, whether Servants powder'd are, or not, 
It matters little, either Way they're able 


| To clean our Shoes, or to attend the Table. 


Cenſures 


E 


Cenſures the Wretch for an unfeeling Sinner, 
Whoſe Nob is decorated with ſome POOR MAN DINNER. | 
Hail worthy Man ! bleflings on thee deſcend! 

The Fu Man's PATRON i is the NATION's] FRIEND. 


5 The Bard has hook'd theſe little Stories in, 

| To ce vn great Men think he Taxa Sin. 
They have their Reaſons why the Tax they hate, 
And ſo has GRIZz ZzLE, which he's going to ſlate. 


. Becauſe it wounds him to the very Soul, 


To find with Thouſands that * muſt condole; ; 


yy Tinkers and Taylors Coblers, Clerks, and Bakers, 5 


5 Pootmen and LORDS, WHORES, Ladies, and Stay-Makers | "= 
Thoſe who cry Duſt, and ſuch as Chiranies ſweep, 


8 Gemmen who Snow-ball Heads ſport once a a Week; 


And little Miſſes who at School appear, 
| With flower d Pates, and that but RY a Year; 15 
All, all muſt now this harmleſs Pride forego, 
or pay a GUINEA Dev · Io hard T vow /! 
oe : KNIGHTS | 


ny 
KNIGHTS of the COMB! for ye I oft have kgh'd, 
We of your Labours ſoon ſhall be depriv d, 

Whilf ye of Bread — direful TAX will chouſe. 
: What can be giv of a Compenſition, i 


When ye have loſt your uſeful Occupation, 


Ve'r treated worſe than ye would treat a Louſe. 


. But ye may get good Places if they ſuit ye, 
SPIES will be wanted to enforce the DUTY. 


5 ; For ſuch employment ye will be WELL PAID, 


7 And live, as ; GENTLEMEN, retir'd from Trade. 


But ye, Men MILLINERs, ye pretty Boys, 

: Plac'd behind Counters, artful ſpruce Decoys, 
 Tempting the Fai air to ſpend our Caſh with Grace; 
: What will ye do? To $o1.D1ERs take or $A1LoRs ; 
| Turn F ootpads, Scamps, © or ſome ſuch F ood for Jaun: i 
4 No longer BzAUxX---no longer kept i in Place. 5 
Ep This horrid Fate is to the Muſe reveal d, 
| -Valeſs the TAX on HEADS ſhould be repeal d. 


A glorious 


(6 18 ) 


A glorious BUSTLE, will, no doubt, enſue 
Between the How and th' unpowder'd Crew. 
Dam'me ! cries bite head Bill to Vite head Bob, 
There goes a Scoundrel, DEMocRATic Hos, wo” 
Down with the diſaffected Black Hair'd Dog. 
Damn you! eln who Powder goes without ; 
Ye make a curſed Stir about, ; 

The Nation' 8 GENERAL GOOD. 

But by your Conduct, SLY ARISTOCRAT, 
| You give yourſelf the LIE fo pat, 
By waſting POOR MEN's FOOD. 


Oh! BiLLy, BiLLy ! thou haſt done amiſs, 
Ds frame a TAX that may produce all this; 
Frvps may prevail, and ANGER will ariſe, 


5 "Tween them who Powder wear, and them who it deſpiſe ; 


5 Which to the Bard recalls with mental Pain, 
: | The party Follies of COLT at J Reign. 2 
12 5 CCC 
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When CAVALIER and RounpnzaD were the Words, 


Dire signals to unſheathe eben BROTHERs' Swords ! 
To pierce al Brother 8 Breaſt. 

Ne er may agdin ſach ParTY Wors prevail, 

Nor Words of Diſcord BRITISH Ears afſail, 


To $POIL DOMESTIC Rxsr. 


Ny Muſe anticipates the mongrel Seek" 


of Heads transform d from what they late have been. 


One ſports a covering of: Coal-like Locks, 

Black as the Beard of honeſt CuaklEr P ox. 
Another eke appears with Hair that dangles, 
Shining and ſtrait as any Pound of Candles. | 

| Now hoary, Brown and Gizy, are fore d to View, 
And Ringlets ting d awith pretty Carrot Hue. 
Then Auburn Locks, and 1 5 Carts! of F lax, 
And Polls as woolly as hot Afric 8 Blacks. . 5 


Al, all, in Nature 8 Garb win now appear, 


Vnleſs they pay for the diſguiſe they wear, 
Or ſubſtitute new Wres inſtead of HAIR. 


Ye 


E. « „ 1 
555 8 175 | WET TH * 
.T be ( 20 . q * 
99 ve! Ricn and Onrar, don t think the Poet raſh, 
| * 
Though he adviſes you to give Jong CASH, * 


Vet give your Pow” RING o'er; 


Ye'll then, great Doxs, act worthy of your Station, 7 
And while ye benefit the BRITISH NATION, 
Yell benefit the POOR. 


Ye who the SWINISH MULTITUDE are deem'd, 
Can ye from Pow R eaſily be wean'd? ee 
If ſo, great P-TT will be much diſappointed, 
; Yell cheat the MAS TER of the LORD's ANOIN TED; : 
Who ſeeks this Opportunity to draw,” 
Each Briton” s HEAD for to approve the WAR. 
One Word, nor longer will the Bard intrude, 
Unite in this, ye W oats 


T ho' Swing ye re dub'd, turn not to G 67 NEA PIGS, 
DAMN WARLIKE POIVDER, and all TAKE 70 wigs. 


FINIS. 


E R R A T A. a 
Page 12, line 3, for deluding read diluting. 
| In ſeveral * for Pole read Poll. 
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